SHIBAM

Sheikh Muhammad to Shibam, which we reached in just under an
hour.  .

From a distance Shibam looks like an enormous sand castle, for all the
buildings are on a level. It is set in the midst of dates and cultivation, with
delightful villas set in beautiful gardens in the rich man's suburb of Seheil
under the right bank of the wadi. We first drove into the town, a perilous
performance, for the way up to the gate is over steep, rough stone steps.
These do not daunt the local drivers, who take the steps at tremendous
speed, miraculously avoiding the walls on either side of the narrow gate-
way. In less than a mile we came to rest beside a high wall with a small
doorway leading into a courtyard, where Sheikh Sa'id's villa faced us. It*
is built in the Singapore style, yet it gave an impression of the Italian Riviera
with all its gay colours. Before the entrance was a square stone mounting
block bearing a complete Himyaritic inscription:

This had been brought from a few miles away by Colonel Boscawen and
Hussein, brother of our host. A double flight of steps led up to the front
door, and a short passage gave on to a big hall. At the back of the villa J
was a smaE swimming-pool, and upstairs a large room, airy, well lighted
and furnished in European style, which became our bed-sitting-room,
and where we received a host of visitors.

It was late, nearly seven o'clock, when we woke to the early morning
music I love the best, the creaking of a water-wheel, and I went out on
to the veranda to watch the team of a man, woman, donkey and ox that
were drawing up the water from the well for 'the garden. Every time
the team reached die top of the slope the ox was given a bunch of grass,
but why neither the woman nor the ass were rewarded I have never
discovered.

The houses of Shibam are amazingly high, six storeys being die average
height, but they look like twelve because each floor has a row of small
ventilating windows above the ordinary ones. They are built of mud
on stone foundations. From upper windows, behind doorways and up
side' alleys, veiled feniales peered at us as we passed. Much of the charm
of the place is lost owing to the appalling smells rising from tie opea gtntors
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